This general peace th'eternal overtake,
And that his times might have stretcht out so far
As to touch those of which they emblems are ?
For to confirm this just belief, that now
The last days came, we saw heav'n did allow
That, but from his aspect and exercise.
In peaceful times rumours of wars should rise.
But now this faith is heresy, we must
Still stay, and vex our great-grandmother Dust.
Oh! is God prodigal ?  Hath he spent his store
Of plagues on us, and only now, when more
Would ease us much, doth he grudge misery,
And will not let's enjoy our course, to die ?
As for the earth, thrown lowest down of all,
*Twere an ambition to desire to fall;
So God, in our desire to die, doth know
Our plot for ease, in being wretched so:
Therefore we live, though such a life we have
As but so many mandrakes on his grave.
What had his growth and generation doae,
When, what we are, his putrefaction
Sustain in us, earth, which griefs animate ?
Nor hath our world now other soul than diat;
And could grief get so high as heav'a, that quire,